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cH: above is the general title of 


a series of thrilling detective 
stories written by George Ade, 
author of ‘‘Eddie Parks, the 
Newsboy Detective,’ etc, and 
published by the Bandar Log 
Press. | 
To the billions of readers who 
have hung with bated breath and 
quivering nerves over the advent- 
ures of Eddie Parks, the works 
of this author need no introduct- 
ion. Among the writers of thrill- 
ing detective stories his are easily 
the thrillingest. Conan Doyle, 
Anna Catherine Green, Gaboriau, 
Poe,—all these have their ad- 
mirers but it is safe to say that 
these admirers have not yet met 
up with Eddie Parks, otherwise 
they would have transferred their 
allegiance. 
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‘TH Bum Edition 


There will be seven stories in 
the series, Each will be issued 
as a separate book, uniform in size 
with the others so that the whole 
series may be bound together, 
thus making one unique volume. 
In typography and presswork no 
effort will be spared to make them 
as bum as possible. : 

Hach book will be illustrated 
with about six pictures, cut by 
hand on real wood by F. Holme, 
the thrilling wood cutter, and will 
sport a bright ‘‘yaller’’ cover with 
a colored picture on it. 

With No. 7 will be inctuded a 
title page and index for the com- 
plete series, also a portrait of the 
author. 


ZA dot Wist 


{ 1.—Handsome Cyril; or the Mes- 
senger Boy with the Warm 


Fest, 
2.—Clarence Allen, the Hypnotic 
7 Boy Journalist; or the Mys- 


terious Disappearance of 
the United States Govern- 
ment Bonds 








3.—Rollo Johnson, the Boy In- 
V ‘ ventor; or the Demon Bicy-. 
cle and Its Daring Rider, 


4.--George Webster, - the Boy 
Champion: or America’s 
Fair Name Defended. 


_ &—-The Great Street Car Robbery; 
or the Newsboy Detective 
on the Trail. 


6.—The Teil-tale Tooth: or Eddie 
Parks and the Goodlot 
Murder Mystery. 


7.~—The Klondike Mystery; or 
Fighting for Fortune in the 
Frozen North. 


It may be noted that the last 
three novels on the list deal with 
the adventures of that greatest of 
of all detectives, Hddie Parks. 


— Ltinited 


The edition of each book will be 
limited to 874 copies—102 for 
stockholders of the Bandar Log 
Press, and 250 for subscribers to 
the series. | 


Price 


The subscription price for the 
complete series of seven books is 
$9.00, paid in advance. 
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Make tbaste 


There will be only 250 sets for 
sale, and the ones who get in line 
first will get them. | 

The first book issued by the 


Press since its incorporation, 


‘‘Poker Rubaiyat’’ by Kirke La 
Shelle, was entirely sold out with- 
inashort time after publication. 
So send in your name promptly | 
and get in line for this series of 
what are probably the most thrill- 
ing tales of heroism and adventure 
ever written. : 

Don’t jeopardize your chances 

of securing this greatest series of 
Detective Fiction by the luss of a 
minute, : 

Make checks, money orders, etc. 
payable to. : 


The Bandar Log Press, 


PHOENIX, ARIZONA, 
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—~—————: OR :-—__—_— 
The Messenger Boy 
With the Warm 
eet 
BY GEORGE ADE 


AUTHOR OF ‘“‘EDDIE PARKS, THE NEWSBOY 
DETECTIVE,’’ ETc. 


Copyright 1903 by George Ade. All rights reserved. 


CHAPTER I. 

THE MEETING, 
“Cyril”? 
‘‘Alexander!”’ . 
The two mesenger boys 
«lasped hands. 














Tt was on Madison street— 
that busy thorunghfare where 
many streams of humanity 
meet in whirling vortexes 

The afternoon sian lighted 
up the features of Cvril Smith, 
the courageous young mes- 
senger bay. 

His steel- gray eyes gliuted 
as be gazeu at his friend and 
comrade, Alexauder We had 
regular features and a regular 
suit of messenger boy clothes. 

‘“T bope you are well, 
Alexander,” he said, a smile 
hghtine up his handsome 
face | 

“Oh, yes: quite well, in- 
deed,” responded Alexander. 

There was a short silence 
broken only by the continuvus 
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uproar of the street. Then 
Alexauder asked: ‘‘Where are 
vou going?” 

“To am delivering a death 
messave,’’ replied  Oyril, 
thoughtfully, : 

“Weil, L must ascertain 
how the baseball PANIC is 
progressing,” sabl Alexander, 
wud shaking our hero by the 
hand he moved away 

“Atexander 1s a strange 
youth,” saia Cyril, musingly. 
“I sometimes think he must 
be pessimistic.’’ 

At that moment the shriek 
of a woman in agony smote 


upon his ears. 


“What is this,” he asked, 


“a woman: jiu “trouble? J] 


must buy an extra and nod 
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out what has occasioned this 
disturbance.” 

For at that moment the 
hnewsboys were shouting the 
extras which told why the 
woman had screamed. 

Such is life in a great city. 

Our hero ran toward the 
corner. 

He saw a beautiful woman 
strugsling in the grasp cf a 
fashionably attired man. 

She was a magnificent 
creature. Great swirls of 
chestnut hair fell in profusion 
down her back. The alabaster 
whiteness of her face served 
to intensify her beauty. She 
were a diamond necklace, 
diamond earrings, and her lily- 
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white hands flashed with 
precious jewels. 

She turned an appealing 
Jook at our hero ard said: 
“Oh, sir, save me!” 

Bing. 

With a well-directed blow 
Cyril sent the fashionably 
dressed man spraw!inyg on the 
pavement. With the other 
arm he supperted the fainting 
woman. Then with the other 
hand he picked up the lace 
handkerchief which had falleo 
to the ground and _pre- 
sented it to her with a grace- 
ful bow. 

“Ourse you!’ shouted the 
villain, struggling to his feet. 
“T shall cause you to rue this 
deed.”’ 
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“«Soward!? exelaimed Cyr 
with «a curling lip. ‘‘How 
dare V2 bt strik e aS oe ety 2?’ 

We sball mevt ayain,” sated 
L WEL st antagonist ominogsly, 
and with these words he 
etepped into a earriige and 
was driveo rapidiv sway. 

Our hero now turned his 
attention to the beautiful 
ereature who reclined in his 
ayims. 

“Speak! speak!” he whis 
pered 

Slowly the glorions eyes 
opened, and then she asked, 
in tremulous tones: ‘‘ Where 

s he?”’ 

“cjone ” 

‘¢Where tc?” 

“That I cannot say, mad- 
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am,” responded Oyril, for 
though he was only a meg. 
senger boy he had been taught 
to be courteous. 

“His name is Rudolf Bel- 
mont. He must be foliowed.” 

‘““Yes, madam.” 

“He has taken the papers 
which prove that I am the 
real owner of the Belmont 
estate.”’ 

A shudder passed through 
our hero’s frame. Then re- 
covering himself. he said: 
‘‘Madam, I will follow that 
villain and recover the 
papers.”’ 

‘‘Oh, thank you,” said she, 
and for a few minutes she 
wept softly. 

Finally she lifted her tear- 
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stained face and said: ‘‘Sum- 
mon a conveyance and if you 
are ever in need of a friend 
come to this number,” saying 
which she gave Cyril an en- 
graved card and offered him a 
purse containing gold. 

‘‘No, madam,” said Cyril, 
with dignity. ‘‘I will not take 
your money. My salary is 
sufficient to permit me to live 
in comparative luxury.” 

The cab which he had sum - 
moned arrived at this mo- 
ment. He assisted his fair 
companion to enter the cab 
and then turned his attention 
to the carriage, which was by 
this time nearly a mile away. 

“That wretch shali not es- 
cape me,” he said determined- 
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ly, and without turther ado 
he started in pursuit of the 
carriage, which was bow a 
mile and a quarter away. 

And as he sped alung the 
street he chanced to read the 
card given to him by the 
beautiful lady. It ran thus: 
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Mrs. Gertrude Fisher. 
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“Merciful heaven!” he 
gasped. ‘‘My mother!” 
10 
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CHAPTER 11. 


TREACHERY. 

It will be remembered that 
we left our hero pursving the 
carriage containing Rudolf 
Belmont. oF 

In a few moments he over- 
took the equipage and saw 
Rudolf Beimont enter a tall 
mansion on 12th street. 

Our hero secreted himself 
behind a large tree, deter. 
mined to wait for an oppor- 
bematy to enter the house. 

An hour passed. 

Cyril bagan to feel the 
pangs of hunger, but he was 
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determined rot to abandon 
his post. 

“Ah, sir; you are a hand- 
some youth,” said some one 
behind him, and Cyril turned 
to behold a tall, handsome 
stranger. 

Our hero acknowledged the 
compl'ment with a pleasant 
bow, and soon he was in con- 
versation with the stranger. 

Before departing the strau-- 
ger gave our hero a box o 
erackerjack, which he devvar- 
ed witha relish, as it had been 
nearly two hours since he had 
tasted food. 

Scarcely had he finished eat~ 
ing when he felt a strange 
faintness. Everything seem- 
ed to swim before his gaze, as 
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though he were in a natatori- 
urn. He had to lean against 
the tree for support 

Suddenly the truth flashed 
upon him! : 

The crackerjack hed been 
drugged. 

The whole earth seemed 
enveloped in darkness. He 
sank to the ground. ) 

He heard a voice, ‘‘Away 
with him to the basement.’”’ 

It was the voice of Rudolf 
Belmoat. | 

Then all was blank. — 
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OHAPTLER III. 


THE RIVER. 


When our hero reeovered 
consciousness he found himself 
bound and gagged and being 
carried along a dark thorough- 
fare by two rough-looking 
men. 

He was blindfolded but he 
knew the men were rough- 
looking. They always are. 

A drizzle of rain was falling 
and the sky overhead was inky 
black. - | 

Cyril hearda voice. It was 
the voice of Rudolf Belmont. — 
He was speaking to the two 
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rough-looking men. He said: 
‘Do your work weil. Then 
meet me at the Rock Island 
depot and you shal] have your 
money.” 

Cyri’s heart seemed to 
stand still! What were they 
going to do? 

The two ruffians carried 
him along « dark wali. He 
heard beneath him the lap- 
ping of waves. The two men 
spoke in muttered oaths. 


He knew the horrible truth. 


The river! : 
Our hero felt himself lifted. 
Then he fell, down and 
down. 
Splash! 
_ The dark waters closed above 
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CHAPTEP. IV. 
ALEXANDER TO THE RESCUE. 


Just as the body disappear. 
ed and the twe ruffians ran 
back into the dark thorough- 
| fure a boat shot across the 
" river 

‘st thought I heard sume- 
thing drop into the murky 
river,” said Alexander, for it 

—washe. ‘I suspect foul play ” 

\t that instant he saw a 
form rise to the water’s surface. 
He reached forth and pulled 
our hero into the boat. It was 
the work of a moment to re- 
move the gag and ropes, 
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Cyr 

‘Alexander: Whatare you 
doirg here?” 

‘“T was taking a boat ride, 
wher I heard a sound indiecat- 
ing that some one had been 
thrown into the river. What 
does it mean?” 

‘Quick! I have no time to 
tell now. We must get to the 
Rock Island depot. Have you 
your revolvers with you?” 

“Ves,” said Alexander, pro- 
ducing his trusty weapons and 
inspecting them carefully. 

‘Then ceme with me for we 
have not a moment to spare.” 

With one strong pull the 
boat renched the shere. Our 
hero hastened up the bank, 
closely fcllowed by Alexander, 
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and ran toward the Rock Isl- 
and depot. 

Just as our hero and his 
companion dashed into the 
train sheda man with a slouch 
hat pulled duwo over his face 
ran for a train which was 
slow'y moving out of the sta-~ 
tion. : 

That man was Rvedolf Bel- 
mont! 
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OHAPTER Vv. 
THWARTED. 

Our hero, it will be recalled, 
saw Rudolf Belmont renning 
to catch the train. He re- 
doubled his speed. 

As Rudolf Belmont swung 
on the last platform, Cyril 
fcilowed closely. 

He seized the object of his 
pursuit. They grappled and 
fell from the train. 

Our hero feil underneath. 
“Curse you; though you had 
nine lives, like a cat, your 
time has come now,” hissed 
Rudolf Belmont, drawing a 
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revolver and pointing it at cur 
hero’s head. 

At that instanta pistoel-shot 
rang outand Rudclf Belmont 
emitted a cry of pain. 

The revolver fell from his 
hand. 


The faithful Alexander had 


put a bullet through the vil- 
Jain’s hand. 

The next instant Cyril was 
on his feet and Rudolf Bel- 
wat was in the custody of a 
stalwart policeman. | 

‘‘You came at an opportune 
moment,’’ said our hero, with 
a quiet smile, as he shook 
hands with Alexander. Then, 
turning to the policeman, he 
said: ‘‘Your prisener has in 
his possession certain papers 
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which I wish to secure, afier 
which you may take him to 
prison,” 

The policeman touched his 
cap respectfully and Cyril re 
moved the bundle of papers 
from Rudolf Belmont’s inner 
pocket. 

Rudolf Belmont was led 
Away, curing, 
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CHAPTER VI 


UNITED. 

‘‘Mother!” 

“Oyrill” 

It was indeed a happy even- 
ing at the magnificent home 
in Michigan boulevard. 

“T have brought you the 
papers, mother,” said Cyril, 
modestly. 

‘‘My brave boy!” she mur- 
mured, with pardonable pride. 
‘We must not forget your 
friend, who so bravely came 
to your succor,” and she hard- 
ed Alexander a $1,000 note. 

Littla remains to be told. 
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Radolf Belmont served ‘a life- 
sentence in Jo'iet. Cyril Smith 
lives happily with his mother, 
Mrs. Fisher, who is as \oung 
and beautiful as ever. Often, 


on pleasant evenings, they | 


entertain at dinner a thought- 
fol man with a brown mas. 
_tache and genteel suit of dark 
material. That man is a 
member of the Knights of 
Pythias, but if we look again 
we will see that he is none 


~ other than our old friend, 


Alexander. 
‘THE ENp. 
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